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goes to the Corrida and returns as disgusted as the
Englishman, but much more violent in his expression
of his loathing and contempt of such sport. At such
moments he is a spectacle for us all. But by chance,
in the midst of his denunciation, I opened the English
paper to excuse myself from listening to his eloquent
tribute to his own country, c My country,' as he said.
I read as follows: ' The reign of terror in the States-
borough region of Georgia is increasing in violence. The
excitement is spreading for miles in every direction,
throughout a rich agricultural district. Well-to-do
farmers are deliberately organising for the purposes of
ridding the community of obnoxious negroes, whose
continued existence is considered to be a public menace.
News comes through with difficulty, but it is admitted
that two negroes were shot and two hanged yesterday;
and a father and son were shot this morning. Numbers
are flogged daily till they become unconscious.'
I confess frankly I am no judge of such things,, being
no sportsman. Tell me then, you who are, if there be
any difference, and whether the negro suffers less than
the horse, the flogged men than the bull ?
It is not that I hate bull-fighting less, but that I hate
hypocrisy and stupidity more, so that it is difficult for
me not to doubt the sanity or the honesty of him who
defends pheasant-shooting, for instance, but condemns
the Spanish sport. But such an attitude is common
enough. Not long since in England I stood one Sunday
morning in a great field full of coops, where was a great
pheasant-run. My companion was the sportsman wha
was rearing these little birds, hatching them in the
common way under hens, that he might kill them in
the autumn. It was a lovely spring day, everywhere
the earth rejoiced in the sun and the wind, the woods
were newly clad. My companion went among his